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[The boat continued to break down. They were twenty-four
hours in Smyrna and when they reached Constantinople <the
whole thing collapsed' and Lawrence was able to live on board
the boat for a week, spending his days exploring the city.]

24:   TO V. W. RICHARDS
Dec. 15, [1910]                                                            Constantinople
You must not expect any tidings from me after this for some little
time. I hope to reach Jebail in a week, & will settle there for six
weeks or so, learning Arabic and Assyrian. As you will imagine
I will not have leisure to do more than write perfunctory letters to
my people. Concerning progress up to the present that is summed
up in the words 'Athens' and 'Constantinople'. The first is
glorious, the old town that is. Do you know that one can see the
Acropolis framed in the pillars of the Theseion? and that the
Acropolis is perfect, the Propylea, the Nike Apteros and the view
from its platform, the Erectheum, the Parthenon. In books and
drawings they look cold and mathematical, but in the flesh they
are really alive with a most delightful variety of line and colouring*
The curves and subtleties of modelling are as intricate as those of
a Gothic cathedral, and the stains and colours in the marble more
perfect than anything I have ever imagined. The marble when
fresh is very greenish coloured, but it quickly turns gold, and not
a smug, furniture-polish gold, but a modulation over all the tones
and possibilities of gold, red, and yellow, and brown, in broad
splashes, and the finest confusion of fine lines. It is altogether per-
fect, and if I go on any further I will only repeat myself, and annoy
you out of imagining such an inspiration as is almost impossible.
The Propylea with their grand marble staircase are a very
perfect prelude, almost too perfect, for the inside only just
manages to be better: and you see the place in perfect quiet; there
were no guides or tourists, or guards or refreshment stalls, or
notices asking you not to spit: you can go anywhere you like
without speaking a word. The day I went there was absolutely
calm, and from Nik6 Apteros I could look over all Attica,
Phaleron, Piraeus, Eleusis, Salamis, and the Peloponnese across the